
HKKE isn't any-'
thing complicated
about the Mexican!
situation. Really
there isn't! \ few
person® in author¬
ity such as Presi¬
dent Wilson and
Secretary of State

¥ Br a:. <not to men-

*." 09 L l'"n that paragon
of elusive ness,
* hose nam'1 is ^

lluertai, have suffered the delusion that
there are entanglements.
But there aren't! No. sir!

*
* *

The Observer talked to about jn.noo
freeborn American citizens during the

past week. One of them is named Achil-
les Popudoctis. and he runs a shocshining
establishment. Another was Eudmonia j
Bruce, colored. who on occasion does light
rooking. Then there was Wong Yung,
who can commit more kinds of mayhem
on a linen collar than any Chinaman
within the bounds of th»- new republic.
There were business men. too, and pro¬

fessional men. and men who are constant-
1> on the lookout for iohs so they can go
the other way when thug" see them com¬

ing. Tiiev amounted to scores, to hun¬
dreds. to thousands.
And of it II these, there Was not one who,

CO.lid <>t readily settle the Mexican situ:».
ti*.13 within twentv-four hours were he
h :: si veil a free hard. All they needed
wns a little searoom!
The' were one and all sublimely confi¬

dent. Ai d most confident of all was the
sinilin*-' Wong Vuug. who argued optimis¬
tical!* that heads should be chopped off.
H s point was that it a Mexican is de¬
prived of his head he ceases to take an
active interest in matters mundane.
Whv President Wilson doesn't use some

of this advice is one of those astound ng
t acts which remain, facts, though they
are inexplicable No one whom th* Ob¬
server me* wanted to charge the govern¬
ment anything for his services in settling
. he Mexican uuestion. He merely wanted
to help, patriotically and disinterestedly.
The whole thine started when the Ob¬

server left the editor's office, after listen¬
ing for three mortal hours to the editor s

views on the Mexican situation. The edi¬
tor? views were startling, parlayzing, in

fact. They seemed to be compounded of

equal parts of the reports of the Carnegie
Peace Foundation and Marian Harlan s

description of seven ways to kill

chickens.
*

* * j
"Peaceful occupancy. argued the ed-j

itor. upsetting a past* pot. "is the only
solution of the problem. The use of ma¬

rines is sanctioned by precedent. Now

take the ease of Nicaragua
And then he took the case of Nicaragua

and gripped it by the neck and dragged
It around the room while it moaned plain¬
tively. He was looking around eagerly
for another precedent when the Observer
fled.
"There is the case of the Brazilian rev¬

olution." whooped the editor, game to
the last. But the Observer reached the
outer door and disappeared.
Into a little lunehroom he went, a tidy

place where ordinarily on*' may have
coffee and peace. The man who presides
at the pastry counter is the grimmest
looking pirate that ever dug a thumb1
Into a piece of apple pie. But he has al¬
ways been noted for one supreme quali¬
fication: a taciturnity that is spliynxlike.

Quh." is his favorite vehicle of con-

versatior. "Brruh" runs it a close sec¬

ond.
The Observer approached the counter.
"Coffee." he said.
The sphvnxlike one leaned over the

counter, pianting his elbow within half
a;; inch of a sodden looking dish of,
prunes.
"Wot about Mexico?" he asked huskily.
The Observer gawped.

-aid coffee." he stammered.
But the pirate was not to be side-

t.a«U'«i. ' gave his long, insanitary
mustache a vicious yank and fixed the
observe- with his beady eye. without
«-cei. ir.akhig a move toward the coffee
urn

l>} '¦ on think." he inquired. "that
t' .-y'il git Hoo-err-tuh?"

il .o? demanded the Observer.
"I loo-oo-err-tuh!" replied the lunch-

p;rate, deliberately. "ain't you
ne< heard of him?"
"Oh." said the Observer, and passed

"What is your idea?" he asked.
"Hang im." replied the pirate suc-

netly. He waved an arm in a southerly
direction "Ain't we got troops down
there? Ain't we got marines down there?!
What's the matter with going over to
Mexico <*ity and gettin' this Hoo-er-tuh
feller and strinsin* him up?"
A reminiscent look came into his eye.
"t sav* 'em do it to a CSreaser hoss-

rustler down in New Mexico in 'JH." he
added, "an' 1t was as simple as any¬
thing."
"But," said the Observer gently, "do

r.o* the minor objections occur to you?
Mexico City is 200 miles from the coast,
on a straight line. Then there are the
possibilities of international complica¬
tions- Other nations might feel hurt if
ve hung the provisional president of a
ester republic."
The pirate merely grunted a loud grunt

of contempt.
"We don't recognize him. do we?" he

asked
"We do not.'*
"Well." said the pirate, "we should

^ orry!
That, to his simple mind, was the nc

plus ultra of diplomacy.
The Observer, hoping that he might get

his cofTee sooner by so doing, pointed out
that it was not customary in these days
of universal peace to hang high officials
because of international misunderstand¬
ings. But the Observer got simply no-
where. The pirate drew the coffee and
thoughtfully tested the temperature with
his middle finger.
"I believe you're supportln' the admin¬

istration'" he said, in surprise.
The Observer gulped his coffee hastily

and departed while the pirate was ob¬
viously debating the advisability of call¬
ing a cop.

.
* *

Near t ,e lunchroom le a cigar store,
of th« kind that is run on purely

ilanthropie principles if you believe
. ? ;».| v ert sci ts. I the rear of this

.. is little bench, and here of an
a T'lti'Mi the friends of the storekeeper
v. a-e t«»o iight for heavj work and
'.jo hea for light work gather and
.:old counsel.
T e 1 ibserver ad>a? ed to the counter

4"id placed a nickel over the glass com-
partnieiit which holds his favorite cigars.

i >n< " he said.
But the dealer heeded him not. Hyp-

' ot:ca!ly he stared at the little group
the rear of the store. And then, from

t> .. center of the group, came the sound
o' a booming voice, the kind of a voice
tut de\ elops after many years of good
h ing and light working. The group sur-
jo'indiiig the bench moved closer.
"Is the United States to have its glori¬

ous emblem of freedom and liberty. Its
symbol for all that Is altruistic and fair
and beautiful, trampled beneath the
tyrant beelt of a foul despot, whose

only thought in life is power and lust
and blood" I ask you. is it?"
"Go on. Jim." said one of the group.

"Is it?"
The booming voice roared on:
"Not while there is a drop of honest

American blood upon the face of this
transcendent hemisphere. Not while the
youth of the nation remember, from their
histories and from their sires, the noble
deeds of Washington. Scott. Taylor.
Grant. Let and Pewey.
"Gentlemen" < the voice sunk solemnly>.

"I tell you we are righting for a great
principle. We are fighting "

"Hut we ain't fightin' now. Jim." pro-
tested a thin little man with side
whiskers ana a neck like a turkey
gobbler. "We are meditatiri
"We are WHAT?" boomed the voice

from the invisible bench.

"Meditatin ." replied the lfttle man. pa
tientlv.

» ou see." he continued. "Whertha is
goin" to get the good offices of them
three countries.Brazil and Chili and
don't remember the other one.and that's
goin' to fix things."
"Good offices." snapped a shortish man,

who was stroking a wart on his nose,
"1 suppose that's something like the
President's patronage."
"Something." admitted the little man.
"I wish." said the shortish man. bit¬

terly. "that President Wilson had got
them good offices of them three coun¬
tries. 1 been waitin' for a good office
since March the fourth, and I can't even
get a ,iol» as elevator man and "

As the shortish man's wart was getting
red. a sure sigh that he was about to
declaim on the ingratitude of republics,
they choked him off and turned to the
still invisible owner of the booming
voU e.
"What was you sayin*, Jim?" inquired

several.
As if no interruption had occurred the

booming voice continued:
"The time* is past for meditation, as

Henry here just said "

"Mediation!" interrupted an insurgent.
but four of the group looked at him at
once and he relapsed into silence.

"I know my words a blame sight better
than some of them that thinks they
know," said the voice with crushing dig-
nity. From the stricken silence the voice
resumed the thread of discourse:
"From the fair Atlantic to the rock-

bound and stormy Pacific, from the ver-
dant cotton fields of the south and from
the rugged hills of the north "

The insurgent broke in.
"Say. Jim," he inquired, "are you going

to enlist?"
The constant interruptions were evi¬

dently getting on Jim's nerves and he
arose.
The crowd barked away respectfully

as he made his way toward the floor.
Then for the first time the Observer

saw him.
He was a huge man. a regular ele¬

phant of a man, whose face was like the
harvest moon. He was bald and he had
a mouth that looked like a channel cat's.
Free of the crowd, he turned ponderously
and faced the insurgent with dignity.

*
* *

"I'll be more use at home," he re-

sponded. "I will have to go out and get
the boys together. That is my duty to
my country."
He paused. Evidently he was deter¬

mined to be candid.
"Besides." he added, "I got a weak

heart.'*
Then the clerk of the store, awakening

from his trance, beheld the Observer for
the first time and gave him his cigar.
The crowd slowly dispersed, still argu¬

ing. The little man with the turkey
gobbler neck and the side whiskers was
pointing out the manifest economy and
efficiency of "meditation."
Slowly the Observer made his way up

the street. And as he walked there came
to him the thought that at least five
men In that group were perfectly com¬

petent to handle the Mexican situation.
if they could only differentiate between
"meditation" and "mediation" and learn
how to pronounce V. Huerta's name.

Wearily the Observer headed for a

nearby hotel. It was a hotel affected
principally by drummers.
Could Huerta. be hanged'.'
Was war advisable?
Could international mediation be ac¬

complished?
These thoughts rambled and rumbled

through what the Observer calls, in mo¬
ments of exaltation, his brain.
Of a sudden the thoughts were side-

tracked: sidetracked as quickly as was
the canal tolls question when the battle¬
ships started south.
The Observer had received the jolt of

his life.
Now he had always known that travel¬

ing salesmen were possessed of a wide
acquaintanceship. He knew that they were
valued according to the strength and
length of their friendships. But never
had he supposed that even the most
meritorious traveling salesman would he
on speaking terms with a president (a
provisional president and slightly batter-
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ed. but still a president"* and a Secretary
of State. Such, however, was the case.

*
:je *

The man who was doing the talking
stated four times that he was in the
garden seed line, so he must have been.
His friend called him Zeke. lit? was
black-haired, black-eyed and the pos¬
sessor of a spring suit that looked like
a black-and-white checkerboard. It
had the biggest checks of any suit the
Observer has yet seen. Kvery time the
garden seen man moved he gave the im¬
pression of getting ready to jump into
his own king row.

But that isn't the point. It wasn't his
clothes but his conversation that ad¬
ministrated the knockout.
"You see.'" he was saying to his friend,

"this little feller Bill Bryan don't un¬
derstand them Greasers. Now. when 1
was down with Goldsburg and Freedman
in the crockery and tinware lino 1 got
to know 'em.
'"This little fe'ler Vic Wharta.aw, he's

a bear cat. but ho ain't got no sense!"
Trouble starts you see 'cause Vic drinks.
I met 'im onoet down there. I says to
him: 'Vic, you oughter cut out the rum.'
" 'Off the white ribbon stuff!' says he.and I couldn't do a thing with him.
"Well, you see, Bill doesn't drink. And

never gettln* up with a head and old R.
E. Morse he can't get Vic's point of
view. if I could get them two little
fellers together J <ould tlx the wholething up. YKS, SIR!
"You see. Vic gets up in the morningswiyi a bad head. They bring in hisbreakfast and the assistant waiterdrops a spoon.
" 'Take him out and shoot him!' saysVic. 'He's making me nervous.'
" 'We just grabbed a new senator,'

says Vic's private secretary, what'li wedo with him?*
" 'Hang him!' thunders Vic, tyin* a

new towel around his head; 'we gottabe careful about cartridges today.'"Then the guy that handles foreignaffairs comes in. . j"'An American,' he says, 'has just]been shot by a Mexican soldier who!mistook him for a sheep."
,

* *
"Now, Wharta don't mean no harm. He's

just in need of a good bracer. How
many times have I told you that this
is the closed season for Americans!'
he howls. 'The open season is only
when the Secretary of State of the

THE CHINESE

AT the age of seven or eight years
the Chinese boy of the higher class
enters upon his "educational

course The table at which he sits, to¬
gether with his stool, is furnished by
his parents, as are the ink slab, the ink
ake. and the pen or brush with which he

is to write.
For some time, however, he will have

no need for these, since at first all his
time will be employed in memorizing the
books furnished him.

*
* *

In due time the young scholar is in¬
troduced to the "Trimetrical Classic." Of
the meaning of this he is entirely igno-
rai.t, fcince it consists of philosophical,
abstract ideas set forth in classical me¬

trical form.
Tliis is no matter, however, since the

object in placing this work before him is
not to teach him the meaning of it. but

simply to provide him with exercise in
the memorizing of words.
Then comes the book of surnames. 400

in number, which serves as another book
of "memory exercises." After this work,
ut some parts of China, there is em¬

ployed the "Thousand Character Classic.'*
This consists of a number of characters,
or ideographs, none of which appears
twice in the work.

Still no explanation is given. For ail
th* learning the youngster Is gaining.
h« might with equal profit memorize a

number of mercantile catalogues, lfe Is
given in varying order, according to the
custom followed by his tea«chers. the four
sacred books.the "Great Learning." also
known as "The Door of Virtue"; the
"Analects" of Confucius* the "Doctrine of
th« Mean and the Book of Mencius."

*
* *

By the time the lad has attained the

age of thirteen or fourteen he may have
accomplished thr memory work" of the
four books. Then enlightenment in the
form of explanation is vouchsafed him.
His education may now be said to have

fairly begun: and there is a lot of weari¬
some labor ahead.
As if the books themselves were not a

sufficient difficulty, there are endless
commentaries, just as in English thAe
are thousands of commentaries upon theBible and Shakespeare. The "GreatLearning" provides illustrations of virtue,aims at the constant renewal of good,and so at the attainment of the highestexcellence.

Its ideal is a righteous government over
a tranquil and happy people. The "Doc¬trine of the Mean" Is more individualis¬tic. Correct conduct In every stage of lifeis its subject.
The chief competitive examinations arethree in number, the first, for the Slutsai,or A. B. degree, is held at the prefecturalcity: the second, the Ku-Jen. or M. A., atthe provincial capital, and the third, theTsln-shi. or IAj. D.. at Peking.In one or the other of these the clever

youth whose career is under considera¬tion here may possibly find himself in a
curious position as competitor with his
father.

To guard against fraud in the examina.
tiona there have been adopted precau¬
tions such as would never be dreamed of
in the west. Every candidate has his
own little cell in which he works during
the days of the examination.
There is a proverb in China. "Any essay

is good which gives a man his M. A., and
if one comes out first on the dragon list
there is a chance within ten years of
being in the Phoenix pool." This means
that he who heads the M. A. list is likely
eventually to become a Hanlin.
So it may happen that the youth, ar¬

rived at the age of discretion, may achieve
the highest political honors. On return
to his native province he Is received with
the highest honors from the highest peo¬
ple.
Many of the people of the province hav¬

ing the same surname may apply to him
for the honor of being permitted to wor¬
ship at the ancestral hall of the success¬
ful genius; and frequently they accom¬
pany their appeals with valuable per¬
suasives. They thus establish a claim to
relationship with the amiable desire of
havinA"a friend at court.''

1'nited States is out lecttirin*!* (Vic
means Bill Bryan.)

". 'Ves, excellency,' says the other guy.
'. 'Don't you kid inc.' says Vic. 1

ain't excellency. f gota head ike a
barrel. You jro send my apologies to
Bill and tell him we'll keep the Ameri¬
cans and sheep separate hereafter.
Then you go out and get yourself
hung. I ain't got time to write a
order.' "

The friend of the garden seed man
listened in rapt attention.
"You met Huh-wert-ah?" he gasped.
"Shoor!'' replied the garden seed man.

"Know hini like a book!"
"And." he continued, "what T want to

tell you is that ail Vic needs is a little
good advice from my friend Bill. lie
ain't never read Bill's Prince of Peace
stuff.say. that's great stuff, too.that's
literchoor."
"Tf Bill could back VVharta up against

a radiator long enough to read two or

three of them lectures. so Vic could
understand 'em.there would never be
no more trouble. All this mess is be¬
cause Bill and Vic don't understand
each other. If they could come to
learn what each other was drivin' at
they wouldn't have no trouble at all."
"Why don't you go and have a talk

with Bill Bryan?" asked the friend,
falling into the habit.
The other arose with a yawn.
"Think I will when 1 get time,"' he

replied.
But so far the papers have reported

nothing of the results of his visit.
Wong Young is a Chinaman who reminds

you of the immortal Celestial in Bret
Harte's poem. Wong Yung Is quite as
soft, in appearance, as the skies in Au¬
gust. and. additionally, he has a smile
which possesses the smiling benevolence
of a grandfather's clock when the hands
are pointing to a quarter of three. He
wears a pair of steel-rimmed spectacles
which add to the illusion of a kindly,
optimistic philosophy.

?
* *

A keen student might suspect a Mr.
Hyde lining to Wong Yung's Jekyll na¬

ture after he got his collars back from
laundry. Some of them do.
"Wong Yung." said the Observer, what

about Mexico:
"You wantee clolla Wong Yung

looked up in mild surprise. He adjusted
his glasses. "You wantee c?olla'? Him
leady allee samee Fliday."
Painfully, slowly, the Observer got the

facts through Wong Yung's solid ivory
dome that he was not interested in his
collars (few people are after Wong gets
through with them), but that there was

a large and flourishing young war in
Mexico and that he wanted to know what
Wong Yung would do about it.
Once he was convinced that collars

were not to be demanded. Wong Yung
cheered up wonderfully. He returned
to his ironing board and made two or

three swoops at what was left of a
shirt.
"Chopper smallee pliecee," he sug¬

gested.
"Who," demanded the Observer, "is

going to chop what into small pieces?"
Wong waved his hand vaguely.
"Anybody choppee MIexican." he tem¬

porized.
After a while it developed that what

Wong wanted was the Death of a Thou¬
sand Cuts administered upon recreant
Mexicans by the. United States Army.
He did not specify the United States
Army. Anybody would do for him, so

long as they were scientifically acquaint¬
ed with the Death of a Thousand Cuts.
"Plceceman." he suggested.
"But," said the Observer, "nobody in

this country understands the fine art of
carving. Suppose they blundered on the
five hundred and eighty-sixth cut and
spoiled the effect?"
For a moment the placid face of Wong

was stricken with sorrow. He wiped
away a silent tear of disappointment.
But his indomitable cheerfulness re¬
turned.
"Allee lite,'' he said. "Choppee off

head."
That was enough for him.

»
* *

"You don't likee peace?" asked the Ob¬
server, falling into Wong's vernacular.
"You say." said Wong, "that.that no

can have pliecee. No can cut."
When you get Wong on the English lan¬

guage you might as well quit first as last
and save your friends the trouble of
nursing you through nervous prostration.
So the Observer left.
The lowering afternoon sun was doing

its well known stunt of lighting up the
justly celebrated horizon when the Ob¬
server reached the establishment of
Achilles Popudocus. Now Achilles, the
wonderful (who is named George for
short), was staring gloomily at the street
as he waited for his prey.customers,
that is.
The query by now had become a mono¬

tone, a chant without meaning.
"How would you handle the Mexican

situation?" asked the Observer.
After George got the thought.which

by liberal counting was in the course of
the next five minutes.his difficulties were
at an end.
"Talia Beel Bryan out and drownd

heem," replied George, simply.
"You." charged the Observer, "have

been reading republican newspapers!"
"Chucka heem in river." added George,

evidently anxious not to be misunder¬
stood.
"Why so?" demanded the Observer.
"Tie heem in da bag." reiterated

George, "den tie a rock on da bag. Den
droppa heem off da biidge!"
George is a one-ideaed person.
"Why this feeling?" interrogated the

Observer. "Why this lack of patriotism?
Where are your finer feelings? Where "

"Offa dat bull!" said George, vehe¬
mently. "You know whata I mean. He
pro out on da stage. He talka alia time
about pt-ace, da peace, da peace! You
see any peace? Bah! Drown heem! Tie
heem in bag! Me? 1 feex t'ings. I
feexa ail right! Wo hadda light with
lotta Turks. We talka peace? Hah! All
dam' talk. Bah! Drownd heem!"

*
* *

Three doors from George's place there
is a grocer by the name of Smith, lie is
a church-going, quiet, solid man, who
pays his pew rent and contributes to for¬
eign missions and < xpresses true regret
whenever one of the chosen is eaten by
the appreciative cannibals of some for¬
eign and unenlightened isle. Ho has
raised a large family and raised them
well. He has avoided the stirring com¬

petition which tears men's souls from
their bodies and makes them old before
their time.
So he har arrived at the afternoon of

life, a little wrinkled, a little bald and a

little short of breath. But, withal, he is
contented.
The Observer approached him.
Mr. Smith withdrew his gaze from the

sinoke of the house opposite and spoke
freely, not to say sonorously.
"In this enlightened age." said he.

"there is no more reason for nations to
quarrel than for individuals. In the mid¬
dle ages every man settled his own af¬
fairs. Now the community, by law, ar¬

ranges them.
"William Jennings Bryan, for whom I

have wanted to vote steadily since
is one of the few men who has the fore¬
sight to realize that the age of univ rsal
peace is at hand. His guiding mind can

carry us through this Mexican difficulty.
and it is nothing but a slight difficulty.
without the superfluous shedding of in¬
nocent blood."
Mr. Smith, halting for a mdment.

breathed deeply through his nose.
And during the interlude the Observer

got in a word.
"You know George?" he asked.
"The bootblack up the street?" replied

Mr. Smith. "Yes, I know him.
"1 was talking to him," said the Ob¬

server, reflectively, "and he told me that
William Bryan.Beel Bryan, he calls him
.ought to be tied in a sack and
drowned."

*
* *

For a moment the classic countenance
of Mr. Smith seemed about to burst.
Veins stood out. A rich, purplish tinge
suffused him from brow to chin.
"That little Dago!" he spluttered.
The Observer nodded.
"Why he ain't .even a citizen!" roared
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Mr. Smith, whose wrath was causing his
Knglish to suffer.
The Observer was silent.
Mr. Smith waved a fist in an
'Tied in a bap. he repeated. "tied in

a bap. did .vou sax and drowned?"
The Observer nodded
Like a jack-in-tlie-box Mr. Smith dis-

[appeared. lie returned in ;« moment
pulling a large derby hat down ov-r his
oars.
"Come with me. he urged giimlv

"Come with me and watch me talk to
that Dago. Insulted William J. Bryan,.
did he? Well, he'll take it back.or I'll
knock his block off!"
The Observer watched him depart

swiftly up the street, wondering me&n-

Dramatic Silence.
THE most dramatic of silent men was

Wallenstein, the antagonist of (Jus-
tavus Adolphus. and the romtnander of
the emperor s armies in the thirty years'
war. #

Wallenstein insisted that the deepest
silence should reign around him. His of¬
ficers took care that no loud conversation
should disturb him. They knew a cham-
herlain had been punished for waking
h'm without order*, ami an officer who
would wear clanking spurs in the com¬

mander's presence has. it was whispered,
been secretly put to death.

I11 the rooms of Wallenstein's palac<*
the servants glided as if phantoms and
h dozen sentinels moved around his tent
<.barged to secure the silence the general
demanded. Chains were stretched across
the streets and roads in order to guard
him against the disturbance of sounds.
Wallenstein's taciturnity and love of si¬

lence that caused him to be irritated at
the slightest noise were due to his con¬
stitutional temperament. He never smil¬
ed. he never asked advice from any one,
and he could not endure to be gazed at.
even when giving an order.
The soldiers when he crossed the camp

pretended not to see him. knowing that
a serious look would bring them punish¬
ment.

A Slight.
A VISITOR at the Players' Club in

New York told an anecdote about a

New York writer.
*\skrawle," said he, "has been in a

deuce of a bad temper the last week or

two?"
"Why so?" a player asked.
"Well, you see, the Trash magazine has

declined an article by Mrs Skrawle for
its 'Wives of Great Men* series."

while on the weird ways that pear#
adoptH to attain her ends.
At dinner that night th^ Observer

spoke to fttidtnonia
"What " asked the Observer. "do voi

think of tin- M«\i«-an situation. Kud-
tnonia ?"

Kudriioniit ip.-d Itt-r lav^o hai<d<* «»n
In r apron .ii.d r- f?<-*.*t«*«1
"Do Bhich"" shf said .<t las-
"The Mexnaii trouble. What v«»-i

think ought to 1»«> done
"Deed, su h." said ICudntonia. ain't

hothertn* mah haid about dem Mexican*-
No. sub* But if any of den com*
hangin' aroun* heah Ah'll bust >m wi<3«*
open wif a Hat iron!'*
And this solution seemed as good «»

any.
ROBBIE H1IJ,.

The Secret.
1UTKS. 1IAURY PATVK WKITXKT it.

her beautiful studio of white marble
at Roslyn. said of an artist, recently d«*
ceased. whose work had he&n very popu-
lar:
"The secret of popularity in art is ea>\
let every picture tell a sincerely senti¬

mental story. Yes. this secret is as easy
and as efficacious as the other one indi¬
cated by the magician.

I "At a bal masqu«- a group of girls de-
tnanded of a magician
"Tell us.oh. tell us.how we :na\ re

main alwajs young and alwa>s b«auti
ful ?"

'Humph. Nothing a^ier.' granted tli
magi< ian. '(Jet « million ai.«i sta> f-»»

gle.'

A Lesson.
MMK. JOIR1C, whose pretty Paquin

mannequins went to the theater
on«' evening in Chicago in colored wigp,
was talking to a Chicago reporter.
"'i^lored v. igs." she said, with a smile,

"are beautiful on beautiful women, but
they are very ugly indeed on ugly ones

"There's a colored wig: anecdote they
are telling in Paris.an anecdote with a
moral.
"A royalist duchess, receiving in her

gloomy hotel in the Rue de Varennes,
put up her lorgnon on the entrance
of an ugly and overdressed marquise,
and murmured:
" *1 don't object to a green wig. but

why brown teeth and lemon-yellow
skin?' "

It pays to read the want columns of
The Star. Hundreds of situations ar«
tilled through them.

Express the Favored Fashions of the Flour in a manner that
commands the admiration of fastidious gentlewomen.

While "VENUS" standards of careful workmanship.
luxurious comfort.faultless fitting qualities.and superior
durability.win the respect of women who KNOW values.

W hat style do you prefer, madam?
All the^new ones are here.

English Pumps
and Oxfords

With rubber.11 o 11-s 1 i p
Juniper.or oak leather
soles. "Klat-fts-H-coin"
toe arid broad Knglish
heels. Iveather bow or

blind eyelets. Plain or

Tipped Toe.

In Tan. Brown or Black
Calfskin and White Nu-
buek.

Colonials
And "Cleo 'Side-Buckle Co¬
lonials and Dainty Pump?.
In scores of 'bewitching mod¬
els.with Spanish, Kidney,
Cuban. Louis and wood or

metal heels.
In Patent Colt, Black 'Calf¬

skin. Brown or Gray Suede
.also combination u?ffects
with backs of grav" suede,
black or gray brocade, etc.

"'Circus Monday Specials for Tomorrow
The Circus is in town. Come and see the Parade pass our

"th & K St. corner tomorrow morning.
And profit by these "SPECIALS."

For Children
Good Quality WHITE CAN¬

VAS Button Bool* ami Ankle
strap Pumps: sizes to 1! ai C
Child's $1.50 Quality I'ATENT COLT,

GL'N METAL CALF and WHITE DUCK
Drossy, Serviceable 1 and
2 St raj) rumps: sizes t<> C1 9C

For Women
10 stylish kind- of $2.r*>

and <irade TAN IUSSIA
CALF Pumps and Oxford*: CP 7 QCT
Monday a:. $ J. .%S

WHITE SEA ISLE Dt'CK Pumpe, Strap
Pumps and Oxfords, with
Goodvear-nelt sole*; a <k>z- f\f\
en dainty S2.50 soils a; .{JLf

BABY IiOlJfc" tlio popular l.ow-bed,
Br..ad to. ANKLE SI KAI'
PI MPS, in Patent Colt TQ
Gun Metal «'u!f. a! . 1 Zf
FINEST *4 WHITE NLBICK Haud-

uewod Welt Bnttou Boot*.
with medium or narrow
tor. Cuban heel and apecial 07
riret buttons. Reduced to.

Misses* $2 Quality PATENT COLT. GUN
METAL CALF and WHITE
SEA ISLE DICK Ankle-
strap Pumps: 4 sorts: sizes $1.45
Boys* $2.50 Grad«- Solid «»ak Sole Low

Shoes, in TAN. BLACK or

PATENT LEATHERS; styl¬
ish. serri.eable kinds; sizes co nn

Cor. 7tJT«nd k. Sts
1914-1916 Pa.)Ave.
233 Pa. Ave. 5.E.


